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For the Child of Aleppo  
By: Rita Rizkala 
 
A group of white foreigners 
Swarm your ambulance, 
Their words as alien as the neighborhood 
You once knew. 
 
Paramedics rush and sirens blare 
Bombs blasting and horns honking, 
Fallen buildings and crowded streets, 
Men shouting and women crying, 
Children wailing and… you – 
 
You just sit there, 
Hands folded in your lap,  
Hair dripping blood. 
Bare feet dangling over the seat, 
And eyes wide shut. 
From your head to your toe, 
Your body is covered 
In a thick layer of dust. 
 
The world may have shed a tear, 
But, there are no tears here. 
You do not cry, 
You do not speak, 
You do not plea. 
 
As paramedics rush and tend 
To the others whom have fallen, 
A group of white foreigners  
Swarm your ambulance 
Pointing cameras at your pedestal, 
Yet, none of them hold your hand, 
None of them embrace your fragile body, 
None of them even say,  
Everything will be ok. 
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